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Panic 


Author's Notes: 

According to the Behind the Music segment, this is actually how Nancy would break Ann out of the panic 
attacks she had in the late 80s and 40s due to high criticism of her weight gain -(which in Ann's case was 
genetic and it is known she was anorexic in the 10s; photos show she was heavy set as a teenager). My real 
reason for writing this is because I've been saddened over the past year as Ann and Nancy have had a falling 
out, causing Heart to be indefinitely split and on hiatus. There have been some nasty remarks, and it's hard for 
me to see some of my biggest heroes (Heart is one of my absolute favorites) in such turmoil when Ann and 
Nancy have until now been just as close as sisters as they have been their whole lives But, | can't bring 
myself to write a fic based on what's happening now, so instead, I'm writing one on the relationship between 
these two sisters that | have always admired and that | miss seeing. And hoping that maybe it'll put out some 
good vibes for Heart, because while their current separate projects are good, neither are as good alone as 


they were together. 


Waiting in the wings behind the stage in the ready room, | stand, knowing in five minutes I'll take the stage with 
my sister. | am ready, as usual. She is, physically, despite the criticism of others. Mentally and emotionally, she 


may or may not be. 


There it is happening again. | can see it a mile away, and all to clearly when just mere feet away. 


Standing not only still, but too still. Eyes glazed over, looking somewhere far into the distance. Chest rising and 
falling too quickly, and not deeply enough. Hands shaking down by her sides -barely visible out from under her 


long, loose, flared sleeves that only show her fingertips, and only noticeable to someone as close as a sister. 


It's five minutes to show time. The act before us is finishing, saying their goodnights to the crowd. Five 


minutes to bring things together and rock them out no matter how we might have changed. 


Lifting my hands off the golden ovation hung around my shoulders, | walk over to my sister. | push the guitar 
so it hangs at my side and out of the way, before getting right up to her -our chests touching as they would 
in a hug, but instead, | put my hands on her shoulders and speak in a tone just above a whisper, drawing it out 


slowly: 


And | lean forward and touch my nose to hers briefly, provoking a flinch and a change in the direction of her 


eyes as | pull back. 

Yes, thats what we need | need for her to come back, and she needs me to help her come back from where 
she's been engulfed within her subconscious as it swirls her through the taunting of our managers and 
producers, and of the press -all of which drown out the cheers of the true fans. Its an unusual way of 
breaking one out of a panic attack, but it works. 

"Hi." | continue. "Hey, come back. Come here, come here -l'm here, you're with me, we're here." 

And just like that, the tension in my sister's shoulders relaxes, and she slumps forward to embrace me. And 
that's another thing that will never change. What it feels like inside to hug my sister who has been there for 
me all along, and knowing I'm here for her too. Fighting our battles together with our love. It may be different 
physically -but not the same in meaning. 

And she asks quietly: 

"What are they going to say tonight?" 

And | whisper back: 


"Ignore the managers. All those people out there are here because they love your voice. And there is no other 


person in rock and roll with a voice like yours. No one." 


| give her my hand, and she gives it a tight squeeze before we pull apart as we get our signal to go. 


Then we step out onstage. 
She takes the microphone -nervously at first, but perks up at the first cheers. 


And we bring the house down together. 


